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Sailor.    These   compatriots   of   mine   remain   un-
touched by the influence of this brutally cynical
attitude to" life which is essentially Western.    In
the years they spend in England they acquire know-
ledge about complicated machinery or they learn the
art of dentistry.    But they go  back as they came,
without   a  particle  of  change   with  the exception
perhaps of a suit from Austin Reed's, the habit of
plastering down hair with Anzora, and a taste for
Burton's Pale Ale.    That is all they ever take back
In the days when there were open double-decker
buses in London, a cousin of mine happened to spot
an Indian student on the top of the bus which had
parked itself alongside theirs.    He was wearing a
bowler hat.    My cousin turned to his friend and bet
him a pound he did not have the nerve to smash the
bowler.    The bet was accepted and, as the traffic
moved,  the  friend  rolled  his  evening  paper  and
brought it into contact with the bowler.   Unfor-
tunately, the buses did not move away as fast as he
had anticipated,   and  soon  the  conductor  and  a
policeman  were   on  the   scene,  while   the   Indian
student came down struggling to free himself from
his hat which had covered his ears with the impact.
Realising that the situation was quite serious, my
cousin rushed up to him and said:    "Frightfully
sorry, old man, we thought you were an intimate
friend of ours."    And it  worked,  for the  Indian
student registered his mild protest, saying :   " Arre